\\Tien she reached the theatre, she found the door-
keeper with bleeding knuckles. "One of these Greens,"
he said. "He came in just now and said I'd better leave
while I had the chance, since no Blues were going to be
allowed in the Entertainment trade; so I just put him
out." Maron was an elderly man \vho had once been
a weight-lifter in a circus. If he had damaged his
knuckles in hitting a man, he had certainly hurt his
victim. She had much to do from that instant, and had
no time for thought; but the foundation of her mind was
nowr one of uneasiness, of trouble near at hand, not yet
well defined, yet already affecting all things in the
Empire, and threatening people and things which made
her life.

She had one more break just after dark that evening.
Going out for a gulp of air with Macedonia, she found
that rain had begun, with every sigri of increasing and
continuing. Together, they ran down to the water-front
to see the lights of the harbour. As they reached the
wharf, a big ferry-boat was just shoving off under oars,
with a mass of people aboard. A small crowd of sight-
seers was gathered to see her go, in spite of the rain.
Some of them cheered and some of them called: "The
Greens for ever. Vote for Hypatius." One who came
in a hurry to the crowd asked, "What is it, boys? What's
the fun?"

"It's Tino, the Prince, going to Persia to make peace
or war or something," a man answered. "He's there in
the boat; you can't see him now."

Theodora could not see him now. She was glad that
she had seen the boat going; at least, she could watch it
diminish, with the grunt of oars and the gleam of water,
and send a prayer after it.

"It'll be long before he sees The City again,"
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